
Our heartfelt  gratitude to  family,  friends,  and 
neighbors who have shared their love, kindness, 
and help.  Thank you to Blackburn Mortuary, 
the  people  at  the  Huntsman Cancer  Institute 
and the Hope Lodge, and the incredible services 
and people from Canyon home health care and 
hospice;  especially  our  heaven  sent  nurse, 
Tiffany. And of course, thanks to the presence of 
our  loving  God  who  graced  us  with  life,  each 
other, our two wonderful sons and their awesome 
wives, precious grandchildren, our home, and so 
many blessings.

AMAZING GRACE 

Amazing grace, how sweet the sound 
That sav’d a wretch like me! 

I once was lost, but now am found, 
Was blind, but now I see. 

‘Twas grace that taught my heart to 
fear, 

And grace my fears reliev’d; 
How precious did that grace appear, 

The hour I first believ’d! 

Thro’ many dangers, toils and snares, 
I have already come; 

Tis grace has brought me safe thus far,  
And grace will lead me home. 

When we’ve been there ten thousand 
years 

Bright shining as the sun,  
We’ve no less days to sing God’s praise 

Than when we first begun. 
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Mark Stephen Feltch, age 69, died 
August 1, 2020, at Vernal, Utah. 
Mark was born Feb 19, 1951 in Salt 
Lake City, Utah to Brent and Carol 
Feltch. 
Mark married his love, Ranee, Aug 3, 
1974. They lived in Green River, 
Wyoming then Brewster, Washington 
on a beautiful apple orchard on the 
Columbia River. It was there that their 
sons were born. They eventually 
returned to Vernal, Utah in 1981 to be 
with family and continue construction 
work. Mark got his contractors license 
in 1990 and established Mark Feltch 
Construction, which became a 
successful home building business 
with many happy customers. 
Mark and Ranee raised two boys, 
Dylan and Nathan, who along with 
their families became the joy of their 
lives. 
Mark is survived by his wife Ranee; 
his sons Dylan (Jaime Farnsworth); 
Nathan (Jaimi Sun); Grandchildren; 
Isaac, Jadyn, Bethany, Afton, Kason, 
Adisyn, and Tinli Feltch; and 
Evangaline and Aidan Rasmussen. 
Siblings: David (Cathy) Feltch, Jill 
(Craig) Fergusen, Jan (Robert) 
Langford: Brent Feltch: and Susi 
(Simi) Malohifo’ou. Preceeded in 
death: mother Carol Feltch. 
Mark loved his work, family, and his 
yard and garden. He built a river 
running raft and enjoyed floating the 
Green River with Ranee. 
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ABIDE WITH ME 

Abide with me, fast falls the eventide; 

The darkness deepens.  Lord, with me 
abide! 

When other helpers fail and comforts flee, 
Help of the helpless, oh, abide with me! 

Swift to its close ebbs out life’s little day. 
Earth’s joys grow dim; its glories pass 

away. 
Change and decay in all around I see; 

O thou who changest not, abide with me! 

I need thy presence ev’ry passing hour. 

What but thy grace can foil the tempter’s 
pow’r? 

Who, like thyself, my guide and stay can 

be? 
Thru cloud and sunshine, Lord, abide with 

               Work is Love Made Visible… 
“The Prophet” by: KaLil Gibran

You work that you may keep peace with the earth 
and the soul of the earth. For to be idle is to 
become a stranger to the seasons, and to step out 
of life’s procession, that marches in majesty and 
proud submission towards the infinite. When you 
work you are a flute through whose heart the 
whispering of the hours turn into music. Always 
you have been told that work is a curse and 
labour a misfortune. But I say to you that when 
you work you fulfill a part of earth’s forest dream, 
assigned to you when that dream was born,  And 
in keeping yourself with labour you are in truth 
loving life, And to love life through labour is to be 
intimate with Life’s inmost secret. And what is it 
to work with love? It is to weave the cloth with 
threads drawn from your heart., even as if your 
beloved were to wear the cloth. It is to build a 
house with affection, even as if your beloved 
were to dwell in that house. It is to sow seeds 
with tenderness and reap that harvest with joy, 
even as if your beloved were to eat the fruit. It is 
to charge all things your fashion with a breath of 
your own spirit. But I say, not in sleep but in the 
overwakefulnecs of noontide, that the wind 
speaks not more sweetly to the giant oaks than to 
the least of all blades of grass; And he alone is 
great who turns the voice of the wind into a song 
made sweeter by his own loving. Work is loved 
made visible.


